
i shock the community and public opln-- I
ion? She wanted to know that and
other things similar. He read a little

CHAPTER XV.
The Whits Plague.

The fat was all in the fire

poor sick man! Oh! I can hardly be-

lieve there are such people in the
world. And yet, I have had some ex-

perience."
She flashed a look at Martin as she

She ent him short.
"Y"T ca-- e is kind t mtxed-up- , pa,

Bays he, "I'm fre to say, owing to-you- r

consumption - :y complicated
. ut I ve madewith nervous dysv : ;"illS MR, PRATT

X Bfhteph C. Lta-ol- a.

Hart- - of
ley's great scheme that be thought I

i. t l L,,t. n nni that I anKOiu t; IU uciu emu x

cal'lated would be one more big boost off.
him in the Page girl's eyes, had for

gone to pot to see the kettle bile. In- -

stead of getting rid of Papa Sparrow, so
had fetched that old hypocrite her

right over .to eat and sleep and groan she
under our very noses. And, instead

helping Martin's love business, it
knocked the keel right out of it Mr.

Continued

"I sent cm over to the procerv
store on an errand." she says. "I
thought you'd be along pretty soon.
They took the baby with 'em."

' How's your dad been since he
heard the news?" says I.

"Oh, he was going on terrible last
right. Had nerve spells and fired the
chairs around and carried on so we
was all scared. Hut he went out about
nine o'clock with a letter he'd wrote,
and this morning he seems better.
Say. Mr. Pratt," she whispers, eager.

left him stranded with a bigger ways so very solemn and pompous. the real doctors, it ain't. Ycu say your-remitati-

than ever for cold-bloode- ; It must have been kiliingly funny." lf tnt aii Mjss Page's medicine ain't

the letter to Hartley and that's how j

heard it. I'd have heard more, prob--

v ati v H4rr av crrr nn r3 n ,1 i j iron....w...
And he was blue as a whetstone

the rest of the day.
I guess the Talford girl wa'n't quit
shocked. Anyhow me and Van met
up in the village one afternoon and
wanted to know all about the

race. !

"J should like to have seen that old
Patterson," says she. "He is al-- 1

Van told her the yarn, trimming It
fine as usual, and they laughed and

had lots of fun over it. He went
around with her shopping all the aft- -

?rnoon and I was forgot altogether. I
didn't mind. I don't hanker for j

famousness, and the way the small
boys followed Van Brunt around and
pointed at him and snickered was too
popular altogether. I cal'late he'd been
preached up to them young ones as a
horrible example till they envied him '

'most as much as if he was a pirate,

, . t . I i 1

HRifl 11. lie ILUUOU wuua uuuai whs
sunburn.

"Miss Page," he said, "you do not for
understand. I must Insist that you
hear our reasons for this proceeding."

"It i3 not necessary," she says, cold it
as Ice. "I have heard enough."

The minister plucked up spunk to
aL-- T?ut she snaoDed him up short cf

as pie crust. Then I tried it and got had
my medicine. and

"Mr. Sparrow," says she, "let them
do their worst. The children shall
come to my school. As for you, 1

mean to " Then she turns to me.
"Does Mr. Van Brunt know of this?"

she asks. Course I couldn't say nothing
but I believed he didn't.

"Thank eoodness!" she says. And It
lust then who should walk in but Van
himself. for

"Hello!" says he, surprised. "Eu-

reka told me you were at the village, I

Martin, so Lycurgus rowed me across.
One of the children said you were
here. What 13 this, a surprise party?
And Agnes, too! Am I too lato for the
refreshments?" by

lie smiled, but nobody else did.
"Edward," says the Page girl, "will

Yours to command, of course," he

Ozone island was chock full of j read some of it."
secrets and whisperings by this time. ' The Hcavenlies was In a broad grin.
Van kept up his little side talk and 0y this time. Washy kept yelling that
backyard confabs with Scudder; and Ee didn't want to hear no such fool-Hartl- ev

seemed to have caught the ishneas. but his daughter spelt out
disease. I see him and Nate looking
mysterious at each other and meet--1

stove ashes more n once. But no--,

answers, puzzled. hope, by no manner ot means, n me ng together in out of the way places rooina and "confined atrcospneres
"Will you find a boarding place for loam don't blow off, and I'm able to time and time again. And the mail wa3 and about what it called "open-M- r

Sparrow?" lug water enough, we'll have as much was getting heavier and there was j ar sanitariums" and outdoor bed-"Wh- o?

Eureka's father? Why, as one jar cf two-inc- h pickles off this ' r:lf burned telegram envelopes in the r0oms.

body ever mentioned getting a tele-- picture. Here's a tent where two con-gra-

sumptive folks lived and slept for over
There was so much reading matter a year. 'Twas 30 below zero there

'round the place now that Eureka was '

sometimes, but it cured 'em. And see
in her glory. She read when she got this one. 'Twas 45 below where that
breakfast, with a book propped up oq shanty was, but "
the kitchen table. She read when she The invalid jumped out of his chair

min S to start In cn your iu..b
and kind of work 'round to your siom--

You listen to this:"
gne come in the dining room and

took a magazine out of the chest of

drawers. Then she opened to a place
turned down, andvnere tDe leaf was

went back t0 the kitchen.
rvmsnmntion. ua ," she says, 'ain't

cured by medicine no more. Not by

Fresh air nightgood.done you no
an(j ay js that's needed, and you

don't get it here by the stove or shut
You ought to liveup In vour room.

out door. Yes. and sleep there, too."

"Sleep out door? What kind of tallt
is that? Be you crazy or"

. "Don't screech so, pa," says Eureka,
cold as an ice chest. "Folks over on

the main will think this place is on

fire. Listen to this. Here's a piece
aDOut consumption in this magazine,
Tnev call it the 'White Plague.' I'll

different narts of the magazine piece.

it told about how dangerous shut-u- p

-- sop na" savs she: iook ai tm

and come bolting into the dining room.

"Take it away!" he yells, frantic.
"If you expect me to believe such lies
as them you're "

"Thev ain't lies," says Eureka, fob.

lowing him up. and speaking calm and
easv. "Thev're true; am t they, air.
Van Brunt?"

Van smothered his grins and
nodded.

"True as gospel." he says.
"Yes, course they be. And pa, I'm

going to cure you or die The
old toolhouse out back of the barn
is just the place for you. It's full of
holes and cracks, so there'll be plenty
of fresh air. And I took the sofy out
there this very day. You can sleep
there nights and set in the sun day
times. You mustn't come in the house
at all. I mean to keep you outdoor all
winter, and then "

The Heavenlies just howled and so
did I. Washy Sparrow howled, too,
but not from laughing.

"All winter!" he screams. "The
gal's gone loony! She wants to kill
me and get me out of the way. I
sha'n't stir one step. You hear me?
Not eue step!"

Woman's Meeting.
The Woman's Industrial Union

will meet in regular session Friday
January 8 at 3 o'clock at the home

of Mr. V. .M. West on 4th street.
The hostesses on this occasion are
Mrs. West, Mrs. Geo Morrow, Mrs-U'ar- d

Day and Mrs. Dysart.

the subjects to be discussed are
India, Geography and Natural Re-

sources, by Mrs. Sig- - Solomon. Ha-

waii, Native Hawaiians, Home and
Social Life, by Mrs. S. A Chapeil.
Aiter the regular program will be
a social during w inch refresh
meats will be served. All ladies of

toe church and their friend are
c u dially invited to be present.

FAIRVIEW.
I). M. Hunael butchered hogs-Thursday- .

J. C Meansof Peirce City, visited

relatives part of this week.

Mr. Shelton brought quite a num-

ber of cattle irom Seligmau through
h.-r- tnt week.

G. I) Banks and i unilv, J. H,

k- - and wife and Mrs. Read of
- City. ;md Raymond Means

to 'k dinner Christmas day wit'.j J.
!y veai - and family.

Mr. and Mrs. P. J. L gan and
'ico and rCmily Means of Piue,

spent Christmas with Mr. and Mrs,
A-- a Means.

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Hunnel, Mr.
ind Mrs Cbas. Cagie. Mr. and
Mrs. A-- a Means and Mr. J. Hunnel
dined with Mr. and Mrs. D. M.

Hunnel sunuay.

Mrs. Lydia Reece and daughters
Longmont, Colo., visited Mrs,

Anna Means Saturday.

mercenary money-grabbin- Sweet
mess, wa'n't it? up

I sm:m, I did hate to tell Eureka!
And yet of course she was bound to
flnd it out for herself. When she went
home that night, thinks I: "I'll catch

morning." And, sure
enough, nest morning she was laying

me.
She come out to the garden, where
was trying to fool myself into

hoping that six inches of green string,
with a leaf or two hung along it, might
bear a cucumber some day, and down
she sets in the heap of dry seaweed

the pig pen.
"Now, then," says she, sharp, "I

want to know all about it.
'Oh! says I. looking innocent at

the cucumber string; "I ain't give up

nlantation by the time me iieaveniies
are ready to quit."

"Humph!" she sniffs. "You ought to
pickle that understanding of yours.
It's too fresh and green to keep long,
out in this sun. Now yoi look me in
the eye and tell me all about it." i

"About what?" I asks, not looking at
her, however.

"About the doings at our house yes-

terday. Why is pa coming over here
to live? And what makes Mr. Hartliiw
so blue and cross? And how come that
Agnes Page to be mixed up in oar af- - '

fairs? Out with it. It's my family
business, and I want to know."

So I had to tell her. She was pretty
'

mad, and mighty sarcastic.
"I thought so," she snaps. "Didn't

you know no better than that? Didu't
you know that a girl who's as far go.je
with charity as Miss Page js wo.iM

be sure t: uo and see pa and want to
do for him? I've found out that she's
been giving him money for medicine
and things for over a week. Why, a
sentimental city woman is pa's best
holt; he can tie 'em in bow knots
round his fincer. I s'pose you thought
you could fetch Hartley and his girl
together all by yourself. Well, you've
done a good job. Now I've got to be-

gin it all over again."
"It ain't no use now," I says. "She's

down on him for good."
"Rubbish! Don't talk so foolish. It'll

be my turn next, and my plans
won't go backside frontwards, like a
crab. And I've got to fix pa. too. I've
been working out a notion about him
for two or three days. I guess it's
time to be starting ;t

She wouldn't tell me what the no-

tion was. 'Twas her turn to have
F She seemed pleased to have
KoMtha and the children go over to thft
Fresh Air school, because tiv.re thy
coul.1 be studying tin ir lessons vlh
c .niebody to 1 d; after 'em. She lik"d
the of l.yeur-u- s' hiring out to
Nate Scudder. too. though she did say
that she guessed he wouldn't wear out

ais potKClS cum 115 ujs vv a&ca
a i

Next day she stayed at feome and
shat ep the house, and that night she
and Washy come to the island to stay
all the rime. They had rooms in the
back part of the house, three flights
up, and Scudder sold the Twins bed-
ding and truck enough to more than
make up for losing the rent of the
Sparrow house. Van put the wax
wreath and Marcellus' picture and the
rest of Nate's "presents" up in the
Invalid's room. He said he thought
they was kind of appropriate. Washy
didn't mind. He said they was lovely
and made him think of his "future
state." 'Cording to my notion the
cook stove would have been better for
that.

Martin and his chum was rretty cool
to each other for a while, but they
soon got over it. Hartley was differ- -

ent, though, from what he'd been
af re. He was more reckless and his
"don't care" manner was back again;
only, now that his health was so good.
It in other ways.

Tl.e two of 'era took to rais'ng tho
VP- -: Old Boy. They must be un to
Ro'iir :' ing all tho time. The island
wa'n't big enough to hold 'em and they
was crowded over into the vilias-e- so
to - '.. They cot mi::ed :p wi'h
some of the men boarder at the hotel
and 'twas "Whoop!" and "Hooray!"
all the time.

They and the boarders pot horses
out of the livery stable and had races
right through the main cti-et- ; going
it licketry-cu- t and scandalizing the
neighbors and scaring old women into
onniption fits. Deacon Patterson bad

i U?w fcorse and the deacon happened
0 be setting in his buggy in front of
he Boston dry goods and variety store
vb.n the racers went by. The racket
cred the critter and he bolted, and
hare was the deacon going down the
oad in the middle of the race, hol-

lering "Whoa!" to heat the cars, with
his hat off and his hair Lots
of the sewing circle women saw him
and 'twas town talk for weeks. The
deacon was going to have the Twins
took up and sent to jail, but he didn't.
He prayed for 'em in meeting instead.

Van Brunt got another letter from
Agnes pretty quick after the race.
She'd heard about it and she give
him fits. Why was it necessary for
him she didn't mention Martin to

is It true that me and Dewey are go
ing to live with the minister's folks

"Maybe so," says I. "Why?"
"Oh! I hope so," she says. "Then

I could go to school, and pa wouldn't
he 'round to jaw us, and Roky'd have
a little rest. She dees need it so.

Thiuk of a young one
talking like that. But the children
was all grown-up- s in that family. "I've

T went into the dining room. The
delegation was gathered on one sid-.-

of the table, and Washy was crumpled
bp in his rocker on the other. He to
looked some scared.

"Well, Mr. Sparrow," Hartley was was
beginning when I come in, "have you
made up your mind about the position ;

which this gentleman has been kind
enough to offer you?" He pointed to
Brown as he said it. j

"Hey?" asks, the invalid, feeble.
Martin said it all-ove- again; he

'

had to step la the middle so's to give
the candidate for the job a chance to
cough and turn loose a few groans.

And all that Washy said when the

Hartley begun to lose patience,
"You heard what I said," he snaps.
sharp. "Have you made up your
Bilr.i?"
' "Don't get mad, Mr. Hartley," pleads
the-- sufferer, sad and eanst. "Please
ti, n't. My nerves is dreadful weak
this morning and I ain't able to stand
Jt. I've had coughing spells over since
I got out of bed. Weil. I won't have
to anger here much longer. Pretty to
soon I'll be laid away, and "

"Hive you made up your mind?"
inorru;its Martin. "Answer quick.
The lirr.t of these gentlemen is va'u
ah! ."

"Don't, Mr. Hartley. Please don't.
JIov.-- can you cruelir.e a poor feller this
w'.y? Don't you know that any kind
ef stir and rumpus is the worst thing
for m-- Any doctor'll tell you

that"
"Bosh!" 'Twas Dr. Penrose that

said it. and he stepped forward.
"Bosh!" says he asain.

"What's that? Why, if it ain't ray
old friend the doctor! I never noticed
you was there. I'm awful glad to see
TX'i. Doc. Seems just like old times.
You'll excuse my not getting up, won't
yen? I've wasted away so since you
was here ihnt "

Bosh!" fays the doctor again. I

"Ycr're fatter than ever. There's
nothing in the world the matter with

jo;i but pure downright dog laziness
Coi't 'cough on my account. I dou't
care to hear it."

Wuhy looked at him as reproachful
an.1 gr.ody-gc.'od- y as a saint.

"I lurgive you ft r them words, doc-

tor," says he. " I realize I ain't beon
abie to pay my bill to you, and so I

can make allowances."
.'Allowances! Why. you confounded

impudent loafer! I've a good miud
to"

lie was 'purple in the face. Peter
Brown caught his arm.

"Ain't this a little off the subject?"
h,e says.: "Look here, Sparrow. We
net il a good husky man about your
size at (he hotel. We'll pay htm ten
dollars' a wek. I've offered you the
job. Are you going to take it?"

"There ain't nothing in the world I

should like better, Mr. Brown. I like
to work, and "

"All right, then. Get your hat and
come along."

- "Coine along! Why, how you talk!
If I was to stir out of this house
'twould "

'Twas Scudder's turn. "You'll have
to stir mighty quick," says he. "I
won't have no g tramps in a
fcou&e of mine.'Either take this chance
or out you go next Saturday, bag and
bagcarre."

"Why, Mr. Scudder! Why, Nr.'e!
How can you talk so! Just for a little
matter of rr jiJ. You d n't need it.
Ain't you been telling me that you
La:! a cc.ni! of prft ri; h folks over to
i;c-:v- I.,-.-t Lar-thr- w:s paying yen a
f.K'Hi in.- - to:-- iil by U

D;,n't :you n member ycu
SW- .-' i.

" "hut ti?! 'Tvis Scrdder v O -- Ct

jmip no'v. It I; oked to i;ie like V

Invalid as havij r all the f.ni. he
to b expecting something a:itl

I- ig for Tim-!- . I gi; .,s Hartley
tWyV.it so, toi. for he says:

"Til'. t's er.iyunh .of this. It's plain
that' he doesn't intend to accept. Mr.

.jfoi given him formal
noi ice. Con-- e on."

"Vf.'-Vhy- "b"ri;ke down. He
Fsii'-'- e i ?nd half cri jJ and wanted to
k:!ort tttnjS. i'T'ie. .wo; k would kill
fci;n in a y or so, or course, am r

- t n ind at. When he thought
cf his poor fathorl'ss children '

"The ohll.Iren will be provided for,"
says Ma; in.,;-"- I 4o51;you that. Mr.
JTorten will care, for-Edit-

ha and the;
baby." j

"Mr. Morton? Morton? Seems to
me I'vo heard that name afore. Ain't
he the gambler? ,TlQj pne that come
n ar V'ing run out town for stealing

lit;0-.pl!:- Yff3) thypoorhou se, or

(JAl ' lit ? KOiTfl -

J or o nj to spend a

v r, uppyirs-swtives- .

Heard Enough," She Says, Cold
as Ice. j

something like that? Is he the man
trust with innocent little children?"

There it was again. The minister
red as a beet and stammering

about "impertinence" and "black-
guardism." 1 thought he'd lick that
consumptive right then and there. It
to:;k another five minutes to calm him
down. And so far we hadn't gained an
Inch.

And just then a horse and buggy
come rattling into the yard. The
horse was all over lather, like he'd us.
been drove hard, and the buggy was
white with dust. Everybody looked
out of the window. Sparrow looked
ar.d his face brightened up. I cal'late yo
'twas exactly what he had been hoping
and waiting for. Martin Hartley looked
and his eyes and mouth opened. Ho

did mine.
'Twas Bord James that was driving

the buggy, and there was a young
woman with liifti. The young woman at
was Agriti. Page.

Agjies jumped from the step and run
the kitchen door. In spite of the

dust and her clothes being rumpled
and her hat sb.o-.;- over to one side she
was as pretty as a picture. The n jxt
minute she was in the room, staring
sol Mini at all us men. And her yes
E?,-!:ie- to iook right throauh a feller.

"Why. Agnes Miss rage!"
Hartley. "Why are you here?

What's the matter?"
-- i o didn't answer him. Just turned

to Washy. And says she:
"Am I in time. Mr. Sparrow? I didn't

get your letter until nearly nine,
James was delayed at the of-

fice. But I hurried right over. I was
so afraid I would be too late. Am 1?"

The invalid looked at her. And, if
he'd been 'lie pictuie of misery afore,
lie was a whole panorama of it now.

lie couched afore ho answered. She
shivered, k'nd of, at that cough, and

don't wonder. If ever there was a
graveyard quick-step- , Washy Spar-
row's cough way it.

"No. ui.'.'an:." r ays he. "I guess not,
but I don't know. The shock of it. and

ar.d a1!, ha.: pretty nivih finished me
uti. I'm : don't cal'late I'll Mill
through, but i may. Let's hope for the

best, anyhow. But. if you'd
hear;! the things, that's beea said
to me!"

whirled around on us and her
cyea fia-:he- d chain livhtning.

"Ain't you ashamed?" she says.
"Great stron'.' tie n. every tin" of you.

and ail banded to;;e: her to torture a
poor helpless invalid."

A feller's conscience is the biggest
fool part of his insaies. Now I knew
that what we'd been doing was exactly
the right thing to do, but 1 felt as
mean and small as if I'd been caught
sti aling eggs. I kind of shriveled up
as you might say, and tried to scroue
back into the corner. Maybe I'd hae
got there, only the rest of the crowd
was trying to do the same thing.

All but Hartley. He wa3 a lot set
back, bu he spoke up prompt.

"Miss Page," said he, "I'm sure you
don't understand. We "

She was back at him afore he'd be-

gun.
"I think that is exactly what I do

understand." she says. "At any rate, 1

mean to understand thoroughly. Mr.
Sparrow, what have they said to you?"

Washy cleared his throat. When he
answered ''was in a sort of beg-- i ardon
voice. You could see how he hated to
Fpeak ill of anybody. He wouldn't hart
nobo ly's fec-lina.- fr.r the world. UU s
1 , : k:- w as a cute shy,--- or, if ever
there was one.

"It'r !!';, I wrote you. ma'am." S"ys
he. "Tia';'e oil;-!- ' .! r.v. a place to go

to work, and I've b en awfal tompre-.-

to take it. I want to take it. My land!
how I want to! l'.a.i I don't i'c-- 1 able
to di- - cellars. I won! 'n't last, at it

mi.re'n a Tew days a a 1 then what
would become of my f i: aerlass chil-

dren with nobody to look after 'em?
And because T Think of these things
and can't bring rayae'f to to rassing

be put out of my house ar.d home. My

little home, that I've thought so much

of"
He had to stop and wipe his eyes.

Agnes' eyes were wet, too, and her
feet patted the floor. "But why?"
says she. "Why?"

"I don't know that is, for sure,
ma'am. You see I ain't been able to
earn nolhing for some time. Eureka,
poor girl, she's had to look out for us
all. And I b'lieve the doctor there,
his bill ain't been all paid; and we
owe Mr. Scudder some rent; and I
s'pose likely Eureka would be able to
give more of her time to the Island
work, and maybe for less pay, if "

"I see," says Miss Page, scornful. "I
see. And so, for a few dollars you are
to be turned out of your home. You, a

wk.it' tho trnnhip? Is itcertainly.
time for the Sparrows to nest again?
He can come over to the Island with

There's plenty of room. Hey,
Martin?"

"Never mind your friend, please."
says Miss Page. "If he comes will

,m)tect him and treat him kindly?
Thank you. Then that is settled. Gen-

tlemen, I believe there is no necessity
for your further inconveniencing your-

selves. Your several bills will be
paid."

I looked at the doctor and he looked
Poundherry. The minister and

Brown and Scudder looked at each
other. Maybe it seems queer that we

didn't speak up and make her bear
our side the right .side. It does
seem strange now. I'm free to say, but,
as for me, I couldn't have faced hor
then no more than the boy with the
jam 'round his mouth could face
his ma.

Hartley was the only plucky one.
He says, swallowing once, an if he
was gulping down his pfid:, "Miss
Face." savs he. "you are treating me
most unfair. To judge without, a hear-
ing is not "

She held up her hand. There was a
kid glove on it. and even then I

noticed how well that glove fitted.
"Mr. Pratt," she says to me, "I want

to ask you one question. Who is re-

sponsible for this? Whose idea
was it?"

I hemmed and hawed. The other
fellers micht not. have meant to do U.

but somehow their all swims
round to Hart a

"I see." she says. "I thoutrht as
much. There is n proverb. I believe,
concerning what is bred in the bone.
Th"nk heaven, to me !iro are some
things in this world which on '..weigh
my personal convenience and money.

You needn't answer. Mr. Pratt. He
pays your salary, 1 believe."

My, bat sdie said it. hitler and scorn-
ful. Hartley was white afore, but no-.-

ha was like chalk. He bowed lo her,
st ink his chin into tae air an.j
marched out of that house as proad
and chilly as a walking icicle. The
rest of us, all but Van and Agnes,
trailed along astern, liko a parcel ul
kicked dogs.

Washy sung out to us as we went:
"Good day, gentlemen," he says; "1

hope you'll come and see me some-

times while I'm over to Horsefoot. I

forgive you free and clear. I haven't
no doubt you meant for the best."

The doctor and the rest was brave
enough when we was out of Agnes
Pa-re'- s sight and hearing. They was
talking big about what they'd do tc
Sparrow when they had a chance. But
I noticed none of 'em said much tc
Hartley. He marched ahead, stiff and
white and glum. Peter Brown's last
word to me was this:

"Pratt," says he, "if you see a hole
in the sand anywheres 'tween here
and the beach, mark my name around
it, will you? The way I feel now I'd
like to crawl into it and pull it after
me. One about the size of a ten-cen- t

would do, and even then I guass
there'd be room and to spare for the
rest of this Mir;."

Wl.cn ! get .lovn to the skiff Van
com s running to a'oh up. He caught
rue by the arm. and hauled me to one
side.

"Skipper," says he, "what the devil's
the matter?"

I told him in as few words as I
could. He roared. "That's all right,"
he says. "I'll fix that."

He went over to his chum and
slapped him on the back.

"Brace up. old man," he says; "it's
a mistake, and a mighty good joke on
you. isn't it? Of course I'll square you
with Agnes."

Hartley turned on him so quick that
he jumped.

"If you please," says Martin, cutting
and clear as a razor, "you will perhaps
be good enough to miud your own
business. If you mention one word
concerning me to that lady you and I

part company. Is that thoroughly
plain?"

'Twas the first time I'd ever heard
them two ha-- e a hard word. The trip
to Ozone island was as joyful as a
funeral.

i'i)-'a- ! Clerk lavi-- ' daughter
Dorothy is ill y.ith typh id lever,

dusted, holding the dust cloth in one
hand and a magazine in t'other. She
read when she ate. She went upstairs
at night reading; and I wouldn't won-

der if she read in her sleep.
Washy had been pretty decent, for

him. for the first week after he landed
in his new quarters. But his decency
didn't last long. He begun to fuss and
find fault and groan and growl. Miss
Page sent him niee things to eat and
he always ate 'em every speck him-

selfand medicine, which he took
about a spoonful of and then said
'twa'n't helping him none and give it
up. He yelled for Eureka every few
minutes and she'd have to drop her
work and run and wait on him. He
was a pesky outrage and everybody
tiated him, including Van, who said
that he was a common nuisancr and if
'twa'n't for his promise to Agnes he'd
abate him with a shot-gun- .

One day Eureka comes cut on th9
porch where the Heavenlies was set-

ting, and says she:
"Mr. Van Brunt, would you and Mr.

Hartley be willing for me to cure pa?"
"Cure him?" asks Van, surprised.

"Cure him? Yes, Indeed. Or kill him,
either," ha adds, under his breath.

Hartley didn't say nothing. Ho
never spoke to old man Sparrow now
nor of him. far's that went.

"All rigtt," Eureka says. "Thank
you."

"What's the ook got up her sleeve
concerning the afflicted parent?" asks
Van of me.

"I don't kr.nw," Fays I. And I didn't.
That afternoon Eureka got me to

help her lug the haircloth lounge from
the front parh--r out to the spare shed,
the one w- - didn't use. 'Twas a littla
tn by six buifiiiig that Marcellus had

for a icoihouse, a-- the shingles was
fallina: off and the roof and sides full
of cracks and knotholes. We set the
lounge down in there.

"What on earth?" says I.

"I'm going to tell you," says she.
"Mr. Hartley said I could have the
lounge."

Then she told what her plan was.
'Twas a mighty good one, and I
promised to help along. I laughed
over it till supper time.

That evening we was all in the din-

ing room. The weather had changed
lately and the nights was chilly and
windy. 'Twa'a't pleasant enough for
the Twins to be on the porch, and
Washy had come down from his room

and was all hunched up in front of the
stove in the kitchen. Eureka was

just finishing the dishes All of a sud- -

den I heard her say:
"Pa I don t s pose you ieei well

enough to go to work?"
I could hear her dad's feet come

down, off the stove hearth with a

thump. He started to speak, and then,
remembering himself, he coughed, as ,

hollow as an empty biler.

"l asiie 1, Eur; ha goes cn, "because
I sav. :.!;-- . Brov.,1 yesteroay ana ne

said you could have that job at tae
hotel any time you ..vnlod it." ;

"Fou I job!" hollers Washy. "How
lontr do you cal'ia-- I'd la.-- lugging
bri''k-- - and digging? Ain't you satis-

fied .into the grave,,0 see me ing
day by day, without wanting to shove
me under all at once?" ' j

"No, I knew you wa'n't fit to work.
But pa, I've ho- - ing to find a way

to care you some cay, and now I've
ler.rr.ed the way. And I'm going to
try it."

vvnchv rouihed again. 1 was listen-

n vv5th a!i Rly ears, and I see the
Twins doing the same. j

"Cure7 Humph!" sniffs the old man.
"I'm past ruiang, darter. Dan t joa
worry about me. Let me die, that's

. '1 4
all; let me die. only 1 nope iuu 1

be too slow. Cure! The doctors give
me up long spell ago."

"Doctors give you up! What doc-

tors? Nobody but Penrose, and you've
said more'n a thousand times that he
wa'n't 'nd' doctor. I've been reading
up latly and I know tow teal doc-

tors .cure folk3.",-T ......
It ain't no use " begins her dad.

Rich and Miss Emily Means re-

turned home Saturday,
' Mr. and Mrs. Ora Teel of south

ot town visited her sister, Mrs. G.

W., Means last Sunday.
a Pansy. .
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